Gather sea-slime and fall the seaward way,
And the moon goad the waters night and day,
That all be overthrown*

'But till the moon has taken all, I wage
War on the mightiest men under the skies,
And they have fallen or fled, age after age.
Light is man's love, and lighter is man's rage;
His purpose drifts and dies/

And then lost Niamh murmured, *Love, we go
To the Island of Forge tfulness, for lo!
The Islands of Dancing and of Victories
Are empty of all power/

*And which of these
Is the Island of Content?'

'None know/ she said;
And on rny bosom laid her weeping head.

BOOK m
FLED foam underneath us, and round us, a wandering
and milky smoke,
High as the saddle-girth, covering away from our
glances the tide;
And those that fled, and that followed, from the foam-
pale distance broke;
The immortal desire of Immortals we saw in their
faces, and sighed.
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